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and when she sat down in her little kitchen
and looked out npon the familiar lines of grey
roofs, while her kettle boiled, it seemed not at
all impossible that she should be whole again.

And yet, she felt, she had to make a choice.
She tried to persuade herself that her work
was all-important. This teaching of dancing
to children was something into which she
could put the whole of herself: she saw the
children whom she taught grown into vivid,
beautiful beings, and their children after
them. The great vista began in her; she,
so small, would have done so much. Yet the
vision did not light a spark in her. Indeed,
she disliked even the thought of going to the
school that afternoon. There was something
preposterous and futile about dancing.

At all events there was something far
more important standing immovable before
her that she could not avoid. She wanted to
put it away, to push it aside with her two
hands, and wait for something to happen.
There must be some quite overwhelming
impulse that could not be denied. You did
not decide these things; they were decided
for you. Yet to confess that was a degrada-
tion. Her plans and resolutions had come
to so little that she must assert herself now.